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His feeble fingers came out from under the cover. Sonoko held
them. After a while he began again: "Tell-tell the secretary to find
out if the Naval General Staff and the Cabinet have come to an
understanding regarding the ratification of the London Naval
Treaty-"
The steward thrust his head out from the next room and gestured
to Sonoko to say yes.
"Oh, yes, yes, Father. They did, it was reported."
"Huh, now I can rest at ease, can't I, Sonoko? Is Aya there? Tell
her to get my things ready. I must take my morning walk soon—"
He dropped off to sleep again.
Sonoko heard fragments of the greetings in the next room.
"Sonoko, who's there? It sounds like an Imperial Messenger."
"I don't know, Father."
The steward came in softly, walking as if he were afraid to touch
the matted floor. He held a package of wine bottles, with Imperial
crests of chrysanthemum and a bouquet of flowers,
Saionji kept his eyes closed.
Suddenly he asked: "Steward, is that you coming in—who was
there?"
"My lord, it's the Imperial Messenger inquiring about your condi-
tion and here are the presents from His Majesty and Her High-
ness."
"Sonoko, help me get up and bring me my clothes. I must dress and
receive the gifts."
"Oh, Father, you can't get up—"
"My lord, your condition is not—"
The nurse who was in the next room came in as fast as she could.
She shook her head violently at Sonoko and the steward.
"Father, you'd better not. It's the doctor's orders, the nurse says   .
so-"
"Huh, am I so ill? And—my doctor orders me to stay in bed.
Sonoko, get me my haari and put it over my quilt, and, Steward,
place the Imperial gifts on this side so I can see them without
moving."
"Yes, Father. Your haori is on you."
"Huh, I consider myself fully dressed."
Saionji tried to open his eyes wider. They were covered with a
thin veil of white matter,
Tears rolled to the pillow, "I can't see the gifts." He sighed, and
then said with a faint smile: "But I can see the noble countenances

